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SING! 


OR 


IF  THE  TRI  DELTS  IF/A'  THE  SING  AGAIN  THIS  YEAR  NO  ONE 
WILL  BE  MORE  SURPRISED  THAN  THE  ALPHA  CHI  OMEGAS 
AND   THE  KAPPA    ALPHA    THETAS    WHO   LIVE  NEXT  DOOR. 


OR 


NO  ONE  WILL  BE  MADDER  THAN  THE  KAPPA  KAPPA  GAMMAS 
WHO  HAJE  BEEN  PRACTISING  SINCE  HEAVEN  KNOWS  WHEN. 


OR 


WATCH  THAT  DARK  HORSE,  OMEGA  OMEGA  TAU! 


I 


F  THE  TllACK  is  muddy,  as  it's  very 
likely  to  be,  there  is  no  doubt  in  our 
minds  as  to  the  outcome.  We  say  this 
after  having  clocked  one  of  the  Omega 
Omega  Taus  more  recent  song  practices. 

It  was  a  t)  pical  afternoon  for  such 
frolicking.  The  air  was  muggy,  due  to 
the  fact  that  the  windows  were  locked  to 
prevent  any  of  the  more  dulcet  tones 
from  escaping  into  the  quads  where  only 
a  B  and  G  man  could  be  seen  planting 
oak  trees  in  the  furrow  dug  across  the 
grassy  plot,  all  other  Greek  women  be- 
ing safely  locked  in  their  respective 
houses.  In  a  spirit  of  friendly  coopera- 
tion the  Omega  Omega  Taus  had  drawn 
their  heavy  drapes  together  so  that  a 
few  lurking  Independents,  curious  about 
just  how-  183  girls  can  possibly  fit  on  the 


Deering  glacial  deposit  on  which  we 
sing,  were  forced  to  take  board  jobs  in 
the  Omega  Omega  Tau  house  to  find  out. 

There  the)  were  met  with  the  awe  in- 
spiring sight  of  the  housemother  of 
the  Dark  Horse  Chapter  waving  a  palm 
leaf  over  the  183  prostrate  forms  piled 
in  neat  layers  on  the  floor. 

"Now  listen,  you,"  shouted  the  song 
leader,  who  was  neither  carrying  nor 
wearing  flowers  of  any  kind,  "I  don't 
care  if  you  can  sing  just  as  well  lying 
flat  on  your  faces!  That  isn't  the  way 
we'll  be  in  Deering.  After  all  girls,  if 
you're  going  to  sing  this  love  song  as 
though  you  mean  it,  get  up!  " 

"But  we're  on  the  floor."  said  one 
of    tlie    sisters    leaning    on    her    elbow. 


which  in  turn  rested  on  someone's  head. 

"Mary  Jane!"  screamed  the  song  lead- 
er, "Is  that  the  attitude  of  a  true  Omega 
Omega  Tau  sweetheart?"' 

"Mary  Jane!"  echoed  a  small  indig- 
nant voice.  The  small  indignant  voice 
was  standing  by  the  piano  already 
dressed  in  her  yellow-white  sweater, 
her  gray-white  skirt,  and  her  dirty  white 
shoes.  "I  suggest  that  each  girl  repeat 
the  words  of  the  song  through  once, 
emphasizing  the  true  meaning  of  the 
words. ' 

The  suggestion  was  met  with  wild 
enthusiasm  by  the  song  leader  who  beat 
her  baton  up  and  down  on  the  head  of 
the  house  mother,  still  fanning  with  her 
palm  leaf. 

"All  right.  J.  B..  vou  begin."  shrieked 


Page     4 


PURPLE    PARROT 


the  song  leader  in  a  perfect  frenzy  of 
excitement. 

J.  B.  was  helped  to  her  feet  by  several 
burly  2nd  altos  and  began: 

"Oh,  Beta  Sigma  dream  boy, 
Sweetheart  of  Omega  Omega  Tau, 
On  our  knees  we  fall  in  awe. 
Your  eyes  of  blue  so  true,  so  true. 
With  faith  and  trust  do  us  imbue. 
We  think  of  you,  so  strong  and  tall. 
And  through  the  air  to  thee  we  call. 

Chorus:  Oh.  Beta  Sigma  dream  boy, 
For  you  our  voices  ring, 
We  think  of  you  and  also  too — 

"Don't  you  think  this  sounds  kind  of 
obvious?"  J.  B.  interrupted  herself  in 
a  small  voice.  She  was  quickly  silenced 
by  the  Chapter  President  who  assured 
her  that  it  was  only  an  expression  of 
chapter  loyalty. 

"Oh,  all  right,"  said  J.  B. 

"We  think  of  you  and  also  too 
We  hope  to  win  the  sing." 

Four  days  later,  as  the  183rd  sister 
ended  on  a  triumphant  note,  the  Inde- 
pendents, throwing  down  their  dishes, 
silently  folded  their  white  jackets  and 
stole  away,  leaving  only  a  streak  as 
they  leaped  over  the  young  saplings 
planted  four  days  before  by  the  B  and 
G  men  in  the  furrow  dug  across  the 
grassy  plot.  They  arrived  bearing  tidings 
of  the  enthusiasm  running  rampant 
throughout  the  quadrangles  only  to  dis- 
cover a  tremendous  battle  being  waged 
within  the  walls  of  their  domicile. 

Faced  with  the  dilemma  of  only  being 
allowed    to    sine    house    or    universit\' 


songs,  the  two  warring  factions  found 
themselves  deadlocked,  one  irate  group 
holding  out  for  "All  Hail  to  Psychology," 
to  be  sung  to  the  tune  of  "There's  A  Star 
Spangled  Banner  Waving  Somewhere," 
while  the  other  group  was  championing 
a  more  modern  selection  based  on 
themes  and  variations  of  "Are  Ya  Livin', 
Old  Man,"  to  be  entitled  the  "Lingua- 
phone  Blues." 

The  two  girls  who  had  just  come  from 
the  Omega  Omega  Tau  house,  sensing 
what  the  situation  would  probably  be, 
had  already  made  their  choice. 

"It's  going  to  be  'How  Strange  That 
Change  From  B  to  B  Minus'  or  we'll  go 
straight  to  the  judges  and  tell  them  that 
our  House  Board  still  owns  31/2  percent 
of  Frank  Sinatra." 

Back  at  the  Omega  Omega  Tau  house 
the  song  leader  had  decided  to  take  roll, 
after  some  one  noticed  that  there  were 
23  girls  missing  from  the  2nd  soprano 
section. 

'First  I'll  read  the  fine  list,  just  to  re- 
mind you  that  while  your  loyalty  to 
the  Chapter  cannot  be  measured  in  dol- 
lars and  cents  Phillis  Jo  does  owe  $423, 
and  if  it  is  not  paid  before  6  o'clock 
tonight  it  will  be  doubled.  If  you  find  it 
impossible  to  raise  S846  see  the  treasur- 
er immediately  after  dinner. 

''And  we  re  going  to  have  to  do  some- 
thing about  you  42  girls  who  signed  up 
yesterday  as  nurse's  aides.  If  you  simply 
cant  come  to  the  regular  practices  well 
have  to  set  a  special  time." 

A  slight  pause  ensued  during  which 
time  was  chosen  that  was  convenient  for 
the  42  town  girls,  pledges,  and  transfers 
to  meet. 


"What  we've  got  to  do  this  afternoon," 
rasped  the  song  leader,  "is  to  practice 
going  on  and  off.  I  want  all  of  you  to 
line  up  in  the  vestibule  and  march  into 
the  living  room." 

With  a  brisk  clap  of  her  hands,  meant 
to  serve  as  some  sort  of  incentive,  all  the 
good  sisters  found  themselves  crammed 
into  the  hall,  the  overflow  being  forced 
down  the  stairs  and  into  the  trunk  room, 
where,  according  to  last  reports,  they  had 
gone  stir  crazv  and  were  singing  rounds 
in  16  parts. 

Then  the  day  come.  The  day  to  prac- 
tice in  the  quads  came.  Each  sorority, 
through  some  mistake  on  the  part  of  the 
university  mimeography  service,  was 
scheduled  to  rehearse  at  3 :06  Wednesday 
afternoon.  And  there  the^■  ^\'ere,  8000 
lovely  inspired  Northwestern  co-eds.  In- 
cluded in  the  number  were  interested 
alums  reliving  memories  of  the  Greek 
Week  festivities  of  1885.  Mothers'  Clubs, 
and  even  some  of  the  fathers  of  Omega 
Omega  Tau  who  had  joined  in  the  spirit 
and  stood  in  the  2nd  alto  section  cleverly 
disguised  in  blue  jeans  and  kerchiefs. 
The  8,000  were  well  organized  though. 
They  stood  in  rows  of  50.  Several  days 
later,  the  Kappa  Belts  found  a  Phi  who'd 
gotton  lost  singing  with  their  1st  sopra- 
nos. They  sent  her  home. 

Although  the  Omega  Omega  Taus  did 
stand  head  and  shoulders  above  the 
other  houses,  it  being  almost  necessary 
if  they  wished  to  catch  an  occasional 
glimpse  of  the  song  leader,  it  is  not  from 
this  appearance  alone  that  we  feel  safe 
in  predicting  victory  for  them.  No.  We've 
heard  their  recordina! 
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/  yl  2  Z  /  The  American  Rhapsody 


B»  EittE. 


W  ALT  WHITMAN  may  have  heard 
"America  singing."  but  he  didn't  live 
long  enough  to  hear  the  real  American 
Rhapsody.  Jazz  was  born  in  a  tempestu- 
ous time  on  the  river  banks  and  city 
streets  of  a  tempestuous  country — a 
country  wild  with  the  excitement  of 
Living.  It  could  have  been  born  nowhere 
in  the-  world  but  here.  Someone  said. 
"Jazz  is  a  great  American  institution." 
But  he  was  wrong.  Jazz  IS  America. 

Jazz  music  is  a  young  people's  music. 
It  is  the  music  of  the  times — and  the 
expression  of  the  future.  Jazz  is  grow- 
ing up,  and  under  the  leadership  of  the 
young  people  whose  restless  spirit  and 
powerful  emotions  that  cannot  be  ig- 
nored by  those  who  would  pass  it  off 
as  "noise"'  and  "trash."  Jazz  is  here  to 
stay  and  its  growth  is  overwhelming.  It 
is  part  of  the  American  cultural  pattern. 
In  the  pulsating  rhythms  of  jazz  is  to 
be  found  the  very  heartbeat  of  a  people 
and  their  times. 

The  notes  are  soulful;  the  rhythms 
are  exciting;  the  crescendo  is  powerful 
in  the  rhapsody — this  American  Rhap- 
sody. Jazz  is  the  expression  of  the  rich 
and  poor,  the  white  and  black.  Its  strains 
have  captured  echoes  of  Harlem  and 
the  tempo  of  the  cites;  paddle  of  river- 
boats  and  the  blues  of  the  prairielands. 

At  no  time  has  jazz  enjoyed  such  pop- 
ularity as  it  is  experiencing  today.  Al- 
though the  great  mass  of  the  American 
people  are  still  jazz-illiterates,  they  are 
nevertheless  beginning  to  take  notice  of 
the  attention  that  jazz  has  been  getting 
over  the  radio  and  in  the  nationally 
read  magazines  and  newspapers.  They 
are  beginning  to  wonder  what  this  stuff 
called  jazz  is  all  about.  They  are  be- 
ginning to  take  notice  of  the  large 
amount  of  space  that  Esquire,  one  of 
the  aristocrats  of  the  American  magazine 
field,  is  devoting  to  the  subject.  For  the 

P  ase     6 


first  time,  nianv  of  them  are  beginning 
to  realize  that  jazz  is  a  big  art  field — 
a  universal  field  which  cannot  be  ig- 
nored. Perhaps  more  than  anything  else, 
the  jazz  devotee  wants  people  to  respect 
his  music,  even  if  some  of  them  don't 
care  for  it  personally. 

The  music  has  made  great  strides  in 
the  last  two  years  or  so  through  four 
major  channels:  radio,  concerts,  records 
and  publications.  Radio  executives,  con- 
cert managers  and  record  manufacturers 
have  finally  awakened  to  the  realization 
that  there  is  an  increasing  element  of 
the  public  which  wants  to  hear  jazz. 
And  editors  and  publishers  have  found 
that  subscribers  want  to  read  about  the 
Jazz  World. 

Lip  until  the  last  two  years,  the  only 
national  program  ever  to  broadcast 
jazz  consistently  was  the  Chamber  Music 
Society  of  Lower  Basin  Street,  a  comedy- 
jazz  spot  on  NBC,  later  on  Blue.  One 
of  the  greatest  advances  during  the 
recent  years  has  been  the  broadcast 
over  the  Blue  network  every  Saturday 
afternoon  of  Eddie  Condon's  Jazz  Con- 
cert, from  New  York.  This  program, 
which  features  some  of  the  top  men  in 
the  profession,  is  as  pure  and  spontan- 
eous as  any  radio  show  we  have  heard. 
For  about  one  year  The  Mildred  Bailey 
Show  aired  over  CBS,  featuring  names 
like  Red  Norvo,  Benny  Goodman.  Teddy 
Wilson.  Gene  Krupa.  Chris  GriRin,  Duke 
Ellington,  Muggsy  Spanier,  et  al.  For 
what  was  probably  the  first  time  in  his- 
tory, radio  broadcast  part  of  an  Ail- 
American  jazz  concert  in  1944  when  the 
Blue  network  aired  part  of  the  first 
Esquire  Jazz  Concert.  The  epitome  of 
radio  jazz  was  reached  last  February 
when  the  Blue  broadcast  one  and  a  half 
hours  of  the  1945  Esquire  Concert  from 
New  Orleans,  New  York  and  Los  An- 
s;eles. 


The  Esquire  concerts  really  started 
something.  Since  the  first  of  1944  jazz 
concerts  have  been  held  in  the  muni- 
cipal opera  houses,  auditoriums  and 
music  halls  of  virtually  all  the  major 
American  cities.  There  were  a  few 
scattered  concerts  in  preceding  years, 
but  on  a  scale  infinitely  smaller  than 
those  of  the  last  year  and  a  half.  The 
opera-going  world  was  shocked  indeed 
when  Duke  Ellington,  and  later  Benny 
Goodman,  played  hot  in  the  cloistered 
halls  of  old  Carnegie  Hall.  But  they 
played  to  packed  houses,  while  thou,- 
sands  more  stood  on  the  sidewalks  and 
cursed  because  they  had  not  purchased 
their  tickets  at  least  a  month  ahead  of 
time.  Now  jazz  concerts  are  becoming 
more  widespread  and  are  so  popular 
that  huge  crowds  are  turned  away  every- 
where. One  of  the  most  successful  con- 
certs in  Chicago  was  the  recent  Ellington 
appearance  in  the  Opera  House.  Recent- 
ly Eddie  Condon  invaded  the  conserva- 
tive atmosphere  of  New  England  and 
even  played  before  a  huge  audience  in 
staid  old  Boston. 

In  addition  to  increased  activity  in 
radio  and  concert,  jazz  has  been  making 
considerable  headway  in  the  disc  depart- 
ment. During  the  high  point  of  the 
recording  ban,  the  companies  began 
re-issuing  old  jazz  classics  that  had 
long  ago  slipped  quietly  into  limbo, 
mourned  only  by  those  jazz  fans  who 
began  their  collection  early.  To  the 
record  firms'  surprise,  they  found  that 
the  re-issues  were  really  paying  off. 
They  could  not  meet  the  demand.  As  a 
result,  most  of  them  have  now  inaugu- 
rated the  policy  of  more  jazz  records. 
Also,  manv  new  record  companies  which 
wax  onlv  jazz  have  mushroomed.  And 
despite  the  competition  of  the  old,  estab- 
lished recording  companies,  they  are 
making  remarkable  progress.  ■ 
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But  Ijehiiul  the  scenes  ol  almost  every 
advance  that  has  been  made  in  the  last 
two  years,  sit  the  jazz-conscious  pub- 
lisher, editors  and  critics  of  Esquire 
magazine.  Some  of  the  top  critics  of 
the  country — Paul  Eduardo  Miller. 
Leonard  Feather,  Charles  Edward  Smith, 
Robert  Coffin,  etc., — write  for  the 
magazine  regularly.  Esquire  is  the  first 
publication  ever  to  set  up  a  large  board 
of  expert  jazz  critics  for  the  selection 
of  an  annual  Ail-American  Jazz  Band, 
which  has  now  become  a  regular  yearly 
occurence  in  the  February  Jazz  Num- 
ber of  the  magazine.  In  addition  to  all 
this  and  the  concerts,  Esquire  published 
the  first  Jazz  Yearbook  in  1944  and  re- 
peated in  1945. 

Various  publications  of  a  strictly 
music  type  have  long  been  popular  and 
influential  among  jazz  devotees:  Down- 
beat. Metronome,  Jazz  Information,  Jazz 
Quarterly,  to  name  a  few.  Look  maga- 
zine now  has  a  regular  record  column 
conducted  by  Leonard  Feather. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  Hot  Jazz  is 
here  to  stay.  As  Paul  Miller  said  to  this 
writer  recently,  "Those  people  who  fail 
to  recognize  jazz  are  simply  behind  the 
times."  Mr.  Miller  brought  out  a  very 
good  point  in  regard  to  appreciating 
jazz  when  he  emphasized  the  fact  that 
if  one  is  going  to  listen  to  jazz,  he  should 
listen  to  the  best  jazz. 

"^'hen  people  discuss  the  really  great 
books  of  the  time,"  explained  Miller, 
'they  do  not  talk  about  the  mystery  and 
western  writers.  They  discuss  Steinbeck. 
Hemingway,  Shaw  and  Saroyan.    Simi- 


larly, when  people  are  judging  the  mer- 
its of  jazz  they  should  not  look  to  the 
more  recent  works  of  Clenn  Miller. 
Harry  James  or  Tommy  Dorsey.  Peo- 
ple just  can't  seem  to  understand  that 
jazz  is  a  field  that  can  be  understood 
and  appreciated  as  easily  as  other  fields 
of  music,  literature  or  art.  Jazz,  like  liter- 
ature and  the  symphony,  has  its  great 
men,  its  mediocre  men  and  its  poor  men. 
Many  people  who  think  they  dislike  jazz 
have  probably  never  heard  the  really 
good  performances  of  it. 

■'People  have  said  to  me,  'Duke  Elling- 
ton is  supposed  to  be  so  wonderful,  but 
when  I  heard  him  he  was  awful.'  To 
which  I  answer,  'I  don't  doubt  it  a  bit. 
Jazzmen  are  not  always  playing  good 
jazz,  just  as  the  symphony  does  not 
always  play  good  classical  music." 

Who  are  some  of  the  really  good 
men  in  jazz?  A  quick  look  at  the  1945 
Esquire  band  will  disclose  the  names 
of  a  few  of  them:  Cootie  Williams, 
trumpet;  Jay  C.  Higganbothan,  (who 
is  now  playing  with  Red  Allen  at  the 
Downbeat  in  the  Loop)  trombone: 
Johnny  Hodges,  saxophone;  Coleman 
Hawkins,  piano:  Benny  Coodman,  clari- 
net; Teddy  Wilson,  piano;  Al  Casey, 
guitar;  Oscar  Pettiford,  bass;  Sidney 
Catlett,  drums;  Red  Norvo,  vibraharp; 
Louis  Armstrong,  trumpet  and  vocal ; 
Duke  Ellington,  arranger  and  composer. 
Then  there  are  countless  other  1945 
standouts  like:  Roy  Eldridge,  Lawrence 
Brown,  Art  Tatum,  Dave  Tough,  Eddie 
Haywood,  Lionel  Hampton,  Chubby 
Jackson,  Mel  Powell,  Jess  Stacy,  Benny 


Morion.  Peewee  Kussell.  Eddie  Condon, 
Gene  Krupa,  Barney  Bigard,  Ben  Web- 
ster. Red  Allen  and  a  hundred  others. 

To  the  eternal  question,  "What  char- 
acterizes a  good  jazzman?"  Paul  Miller 
had  this  comment  for  us:  "This  matter 
o,  'improvisation'  should  be  qualified 
and  more  clearly  understood.  Some- 
where people  have  got  the  idea  that 
good  jazz  players  are  the  ones  who 
never  refer  to  arrangements,  but  play 
spontaneous,  purely  improvised  solos. 
This  idea  is  wrong.  There  is  virtually 
no  musician  who  does  not  refer  to  ar- 
rangement, either  upon  paper  or  in  his 
head.  The  mark  of  the  truly  great  jazz 
player  is  this:  how  well  he  can  make 
the  music  sound  like  pure  improvisa- 
tion." 

So  all  the  above  goes  to  prove  our 
original  premise:  at  last  the  American 
public  is  awakening  to  the  soulful  notes 
of  Blues  and  Hot  Jazz.  The  public  is 
listening  to  jazz  on  the  radio;  standing 
for  hours  outside  civic  opera  houses  to 
hear  jazz  in  person;  buying  more  jazz 
records  than  ever  before  in  history; 
reading  the  comments  of  critics  and 
technicians  in  national  magazines. 

Jazz  can  no  longer  be  ignored  or 
disrespected.  It  is  not  noise  or  trash. 
It  is  part  of  our  cultural  background 
and  pattern,  an  expression  of  a  people 
and  their  times.  It  is  a  young  people's 
music  and  hence,  the  music  of  the  fu- 
ture. It  is  all  these  and  more.  It  is  the 
pulse  and  heartbeat  of  a  nation  and  a 
civilization.  Jazz  is  the  true  American 
Rhapsody. 
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little  Terry  Tracy 
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'E  REALIZE  how  dangerous  it  is  to  criticize  great 
American  institutions,  but  we  feel  it  worth  the  risk  to 
editorialize  briefly  about  the  sad  path  followed  by  the  comic 
strips  of  today.    Let  us  be  the  first  to  admit  that  there  is  some 

worth  in  each  of  them, 
but  each,  it  seems,  is  lack- 
ing in  some  vitally-needed 
element  of  the  perfect 
comic  strip. 

Little  Orphan  Annie, 
for  example,  could  defi- 
nitely do  with  a  little 
Terry  brand  sex.  Tiny 
Tim  would  be  a  more 
plausible  story  with  some 
of  the  warm,  human  char- 
acters developed  by  Ches- 
ter Gould  in  Dick  Tracy. 
The  answer  to  the  dilem- 
ma easily  presents  itself 
— cooperation.  What  with 
lend  lease,  Russian  war 
relief.  Dumbarton  Oakes. 
and  the  San  Francisco 
conference,  the  very  least  our  nation's  cartoonists  can  do  is  to 
swing  into  the  spirit  of  the  times  and  cooperate. 

The  Parrot  is  proud  to  lead  the  way  in  this  movement  with 
its  own  combination,  all-star  comic  strip,  which  might  very 
well  be  called  Little  Terry  Tracy. 

Little  Terry  Tracy 
An   Outline  For  The  Week 

First  Day 

Mrs.  J.  Bleatinghart.  slim,  glamorous,  languid  Nazi  secret 
agent  is  seducing  Glassface.  Glassface,  easily  recognizable 
as  a  Chester  Gould  creation  has  a  flat  face  of  plate  glass 
with  a  Libbey-Owens  trademark  for  a  mouth.  Mrs.  Bleating- 
hart wants  Glassface  to  kidnap  Jungle  Jolly,  who  has  plans 
for  the  new  Flash  Gordon  tetratatrosphere  gyroscope  tatooed 
on  his  chest.  In  the  closing  frame  Little  Orphan  Annie  sticks 
her  head  out  from  under  the  bed. 

Second  Day 

Mrs.  J.  Bleatinghart.  slim,  glamorous,  languid  Nazi  secret 
agent  is  still  seducing  Glassface.  Glassface  has  given  up  the 
idea  of  kidnapping  Jungle  Jolly.  "Bleatey,"  he  says  in  the 
first  balloon  in  the  second  picture,  "can't  you  see  anything 
in  me?"  In  the  closing  frame  Tiny  Tim  sticks  his  head  out 
from  under  the  bed.  uttering  a  prophetic  "Nemesis  is  all 
evil.  ' 


readers  can  relax  and  engage  in  some  escape  reading  if  they"' 
wish. 

Fourth  Day 
Mrs.  J.  Bleatinghart,  slim,  glamorous,  languid  Nazi  secret 
agent  is  still  seducing  Glassface.  This  is  in  the  first  picture 
only,  however.  For  the  next  three  the  scene  changes  subtly, 
delicately,  and  all  very  much  for  the  best  to  a  subterranean 
river  under  Fort  Ord  where  Pappy  Yokum,  rowed  on  a  magic 
carpet  by  Sandy,  sniff's  suspiciously.  "It  is  all  too  apparent," 
he  says  in  the  next  to  the  last  picture,  "that  something  is 
afoot."  In  the  last  frame  Glassface  sticks  his  head  through 
the  magic  carpet. 

Fifth  Day 
Brenda  Starr.  Medill  School  of  Journalism,  '46,  glamorous 
reporter  who  star  reports  for  the  Carterville  Gazette,  is  se- 
ducing     Vitamin      Flint- 
heart.  In  the  second  to  the 
last  picture  Vitamin  savs 
••Hubbah.    Hubbah."      In 
the  last  picture  Lil  Abner 
throws     Daisy    Mae     out 
from  under  the  bed. 

Sixth  Day 
In  this  episode  things 
will  begin  to  come  to  a 
climax.  The  first  three 
frames  revert  to  Mrs.  J. 
Bleatinghart.  who  is  now 
being  seduced  by  Chief 
Bratton,  who  had  come  to 
investigate  noise  in  the 
upstairs  apartment.  A 
still  more  mysterious  note 
is  added  in  the  last  frame, 
however,  when  the  two  rabbit  twins  stick  their  heads  out  from 
under  the  bed  and  say,  "Ha,  ha,  Mr.  Chipmunk,  you  is  some 
orator." 

Seventh  Day 
Glassface  and  Mrs.  J.  Bleatinghart  are  startled  bv  a  cr\  nl' 
"Hands  up!"  issuing  from  the  chandelier.  Mr.  Milquetoast 
has  borrowed  the  amulet  to  compress  himself  into  one  of  tlic 
light  bulbs  from  whence  he  has  a  disintegrator  gun  traimil 
on  the  pair.  Although  Mrs.  Bleatinghart  is  captured.  Glass- 
face  shouts  a  "\ou"ll  never  take  me  in  one  piece"  and  divrs 
from  the  window  of  die  basement  apartment.  In  the  la-l 
picture  we  see  that  Skeezix,  returning  on  furlough,  has  caugM 
Glassface. 


Third  Day 

This  is  Sunday,  and  since  the  proposed  column  would  be 
syndicated    in    daily  papers   only   fo 


General  Plan  for  the  Next  Week 
This  week's  episode  is  complete,  but  difficulties  arise  from 
it    which    will   make   next   week's   plot.     Brenda   Starr   didn  t 
the    first    six    months.      cover  the  storv.  and  her  city  editor.  Prince  Valiant,  is  aner\ . 


age 
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HOW  TO  WRITE  VERSE  AND  WORSE 
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A, 


RE  you  all  clioked-up  inside?  Do 
you  feel  like  venting  some  emotions? 
Then  just  pull  up  a  chair,  some  paper 
and  a  pencil,  and  get  set  to  dash  off  a 
bit  of  poetry.  Poetry,  even  bad  poetry, 
always  helps.  Writing  it  makes  you 
feel  very  important. 

The  first  thing  you  need  is  something 
to  poetize  about.  A  poem  is  never  writ- 
ten without  a  subject,  unless  it  is  writ- 
ten by  Archibald  MacLeish.  A  subject 
can  usually  be  derived  from  the  way 
you  feel.  If  you  feel  the  way  you  do 
because  of  last  night,  then  your  subject 
could  be  New  Year's  Eve  and  all  that 
goes  with  it  and  after  it.  It  not  only 
could  be;  it  is. 

Since  vou  don't  want  to  spend  all 
week  on  the  darn  thing  the  sonnet  seems 
to  be  vour  most  happy  medium  of  ex- 
pression. It  is  short,  conventional  and 
in  the  best  Anglo-Saxon  tradition.  But 
after  all.  you  say,  hundreds  of  poets 
have  written  sonnets.  There  is  nothing 
particularly  sensational  about  grinding 
out  14  lines  of  iambic  pentameter.  Be- 
sides it's  sort  of  hard. 

Very  well.  You  will  be  original.  You 
will  write  your  own  brand  of  sonnet:  a 
little  sonnet,  a  sonnette.  Instead  of  iam- 
bic pentameter  (ten  syllables  to  the  line  I 
you  will  use  iambic  trimeter  (six  sylla- 
bles to  the  line. )  Instead  of  the  con- 
ventional rhyme  schemes,  you  will  use 
a  new  s^  stem.    You  feel  better  already. 

After  puttering  around  awhile  you 
decide  upon  the  following  line  endings: 
a-b-b-a-c  d-d  e-f-f-e-c  d-d.  To  your 
knowledge  no  sonnet  has  ever  contained 
this  rhvme  scheme.  In  addition  this  se- 
quence seems  very  cleverly  Tcnit  togeth- 
er: lines  5  and  10  rhyme,  and  lines  6. 
7,  11.  and  12  rhyme.  Then  there  are 
the  more  apparent  rhymes  as  well.  All 
that  remains  to  be  done  is  to  dress  up 
the  skeleton  with  words. 

This  adorning  process  will  occupy  the 
remainder  of  the  afternoon.  Concentrat- 
ing for  a  few  hours  on  your  subject — 
New  Year's  Eve  and  all  that  goes  with  it 
and  after  it — you  finally  emerge  with 
nothing  more  than  a  pile  of  waste  paper, 
a  shorter  pencil  and  a  few  scribbled 
phrases  such  as:  "horns  and  bells," 
"drink,"  "noise."  "chicken  legs,"  and 
"sore  heads.'  You  obviously  need  an 
integrating  theme. 

Will  it  be  the  immorality  of  indul- 
gence?   No,  not  unless  you  wish  to  con- 


tribute to  the  WCTU  Bugle.  How  about 
the  virtues  of  Mission  Bell?  No.  not 
that  either,  unless  you  want  your  crea- 
tion plastered  on  the  inside  of  a  street 
car.    Well  then,  what  will  it  be? 

Bang!  It  suddenly  hits  you.  What 
happens  on  the  morning-after?  \ou  have 
a  let-down,  a  flop,  a  crash.  Exactly. 
And  what  happened  to  our  economy 
after  the  spree  of  the  twenties?  Yes.  It 
had  a  let-down,  a  flop,  a  crash.  The 
analogy  is  there.  The  connections  mere- 
ly have  to  be  woven  with  a  subtle  thread. 

This  means  that  you  must  gather 
your  forces  for  a  supreme  effort.  In  one 
column  you  put  down  your  rhyme 
scheme.    In  another  you  list  all  of  those 


unrelated  phrases  which  you  have  labo- 
riously produced.  Your  paper  will  be 
set  up  something  like  this: 

Column  A  Column    B 
a 

b  horns  and  bells 

b  drink 

a  noise 

c  chicken  legs 

morning-after 

d  whiskey 

d  sore  heads 

women 

e  Father  Time 
f 
f 


d 
d 

The  big  job  is  to  transfer  the  phrases 
from  Column  B  to  Column  A  in  such  a 


way  that  they  will  make  sense  and  sug- 
gest the  analogy.  In  other  words  you 
have  to  write  poetry. 

Iambic  trimeter  requires  that  every 
other  one  of  the  six  syllables,  beginning 
w  ith  the  second,  be  accented.  Therefore 
you  should  adjust  your  mental  metro- 
nome so  that  the  rhythm  "do-DEE-do- 
DEE-do-DEE'"  keeps  hammering  at  you. 
With  this  mechanism  in  operation  you 
can  now  turn  to  Column  B  and  review 
your  phrases.  "Horns  and  bells,"  "horns 
and  bells":  "The  sound  of  horns  and 
bells" — that  ought  to  fit  in.  You  check 
it  and  it  does.  Now  for  line  2.  What 
does  the  sound  do?  Well,  it  shows  that 
New  Year's  Eve  has  arrived.  That  is 
true,  but  you  must  say  so  in  a  poetic 
style.  When  you  settle  this  difficulty  you 
will  have  lines  3  and  4  to  worry  about, 
especially  as  to  rhyming  them  with  lines 
2  and  1. 

It  is  well  past  4  p.m.  by  the  time  you 
compose  and  polish  lines  1  through  5  to 
your  satisfaction.  They  will  read  as 
follows: 

The  sound  of  horn  and  bell 

Proclaims  the  New  Year's  birth. 

And  everywhere  there's  mirth. 

While  brains  and  stomachs  swell 

And  hearts  are  light  with  fun. 
Line  5  is  quite  arbitrary  since  it  rhymes 
with  nothing  except  line  12  which  has 
not  been  written  yet.  In  fact  you  did 
have  "And  heads  are  light  with  gin" 
before  your  better  judgment  interceded. 
Turning  again  to  your  rhyme  scheme 
I  Column  A)  you  see  that  the  next  lines 
are  "d-d,"  a  rhyming  couplet.  You  pro- 
duce it  immediately. 

There's  time  for  nothing  more 

And  time  is  on  the  floor. 
This  undoubtedly  has  a  hidden  meaning, 
although  you  haven't  discovered  it.  Any- 
way it  has  a  touch  of  the  sinister,  which 
is  indicative  of  the  tragedy  to  come. 

Now  one-half  of  your  poem  is  com- 
pleted. You  pay  strict  attention  to  Col- 
umn A  and  invade  part  2.  You  proceed 
in  much  the  same  manner.  Only  this 
time  you  must  take  your  analogy  into 
account.  Lines  6  through  12  are  done 
in  short  order,  since  you  are  beginning 
to  get  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing. 

Drink!    Drink!    Be  happy,  man, 
Tonight  was  made  for  cheer, 
For  chicken  legs  and  beer; 
(Continued  on  Page  25) 
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BANNED  IN  BOSTON 


(^M   (J3arru  ^\art 


B 


Y  THE  TIME  the  afternoon  edition 
of  the  Boston  News  had  hit  the  stands, 
it  was  a  recognized  fact  that  something 
was  radically  wrong.  For  several  months 
the  Boston  birth  rate  had  been  declin- 
ing noticeably.  The  colmiin  of  divorce 
announcements  had  reached  a  staggering 
total,  and  the  birth  notices  as  of  yester- 
day and  the  day  before  had  fallen  to  an 
alarming  zero.  The  doctors  at  the  re- 
search laboratories  were  completely  be- 
fuddled. It  was  impossible  to  perform 
any  experiments  on  guinea  pigs  or 
rabbits,  as  they,  too,  had  been  affected 
by  the  strange  malady  and  had  refused 
to  breed.  As  a  result,  the  existing  supply 
had  dwindled  to  those  used  only  for 
mating  purposes.  The  male  and  female 
rabbits  seemed  instead  to  experience  a 
strong  repulsion  for  each  other  and  in 
many  cases  had  fought  so  violently  that 
thev  had  to  be  separated  by  force. 

At  the  wide  bav  window  of  his  apart- 
ment overlooking  the  park  stood  Michael 
Forest,  eyeing  the  strange  scene  below 
him.  The  trees  had  dropped  their  leaves 
and  the  grass  beneath  had  faded  to  a 
dull  brown.  The  birds  had  dumped  their 
nests  upon  the  ground,  shattering  the 
few  tiny  eggs,  and  were  scattered  about 
among  the  barren  trees  chattering  nois- 
ily at  one  another. 

"It's  amazing,  absolutely  amazing." 
Michael  turned  from  the  window  to  the 
woman  on  the  sofa.  "I  can't  understand 
it.  Luas,  what's  happened  to  us?"  She 
turned  to  him  and  stared  coldly. 

"I  don't  know,  Mike,  and  frankly  I 
don't  care.  I   only  know  that  I   intend 


going  through  with  our  divorce  as  soon 
as  possible.  I  see  no  sense  in  continuing 
this  way.  Its  been  weeks,  you  know 
that  as  well  as  I." 

He  knew  it — and  better  than  she.  His 
education  and  all  his  work  in  medical 
research  had  taught  him  that  a  man 
just  doesn't  stop  loving  his  wife  over 
night.  But  it  had  happened — strangel) 
and  ridiculously  enough,  and  explana- 
tion seemed  oddly  unnecessary.  The 
morning  all  the  trouble  had  begun  was 
vividly  impressed  in  his  mind.  Some- 
thing had  awakened  him  early.  Two 
birds  were  squabbling  fiercely  outside 
his  window.  He  opened  one  eye  and 
looked  sleepily  at  the  culprits.  Damn 
"em  anyhow — why  couldn't  they  go  away 
and  let  a  fellow  sleep — they  might  wake 
Luas — yeah — they  might  wake — so  they 
woke  her — who  cares — if  I  have  to  la\ 
here  and  suffer,  so  can  she — that's  a  hell 
of  a  thing  to 

He  looked  over  at  her.  She  was  still 
asleep,  her  hair  wrapped  in  those  funny 
curlers  and  her  face  smeared  with  cold 
cream.  She'd  always  looked  beautiful  to 
him  before,  now  she  looked  terrible. 
Anyway  her  nose  was  too  small  and  her 
mouth  too  large.  Why  in  the  hell  had 
he  married  her?   She  looked  repulsive. 

He  gave  his  pillow  a  vigorous  thump 
and  pulled  the  covers  over  his  head.  He 
woke  her  up.  She  looked  at  him  with 
a  sleepy  smile  and  then  with  a  puzzled 
expression. 

"Mike.  I  feel  rather  odd.  I  feel  cold." 
He  started  to  put  his  arm  around  her 
and  then  stopped.  He  didn't  know  why. 
It  just  didn't  seem  right.  He  took  her 
bathrobe  from  the  chair  and  threw  it 
to  her.  She  put  it  on  rather  dazedly  and 
went  into  the  kitchen. 

Mike  dressed  slowly  and  meditatively. 
He  walked  in  to  the  breakfast  room  and 
sat  down  at  the  table.  Luas  was  stand- 
ing by  the  door  looking  at  him  coldly. 

"You'll  have  to  get  your  breakfast  in 
town,  Mike.  I  don't  feel  like  fixing  any- 
thing this  morning." 

"Sure.'  He  put  on  his  hat  and  walked 
to  the  door.  He  started  to  open  it  and 
then  he  remembered.  He  usually  kissed 
her  goodbye.  Somehow  he  didn't  feel 
like  it.  He  turned  to  her  slowly.  "Good- 
bye." She  looked  up  from  the  newspaper 
she  was  glancing  through. 

"'Bye.  Mike — Mike!"  He  stopped. 
"Mike,  something  is  wrong.  Do  you  love 


me?"  He  didn't  answer.  He  couldn't.  He 
should  have  said  yes  and  gone  over  to 
her  to  kiss  her  goodbye — but  he  didn't, 
lie  just  stood  at  the  door,  looking  at 
her. 

"Mike — I  dont  think  I  love  you."  He 
walked  out  the  door,  and  she  finished 
reading  the  newspaper. 

The  Boston  Research  Laboratories 
were  in  a  mild  state  of  uproar  by  the 
time  Mike  reached  there.  It  seemed  that 
Mike  was  not  the  only  one  who  had  had 
this  strange  experience.  All  of  them 
were  standing  around  talking.  It  was 
then  that  Mike  discovered  one  of  the 
rabbits  had  nearly  killed  his  mate  dur- 
ing the  night.  It  seemed  utterly  unbe- 
lievable. 

That  was  how  it  had  started.  It  seemed 
simple  enough,  but  it  was  extremely  com- 
plicated. Everything  was  dead.  The 
trees,  everything,  even  Luas.  She  sat 
there  on  the  sofa  like  some  cold-blooded 
psychoanalyst,  watching  every  move  he 
made.  He  wanted  to  hit  her.  He  couldn't 
make  sense  of  anything.  He  had  loved 
her.  and  he  had  married  her.  Now — "Oh, 
hell,  call  Effingham.  He'll  take  care 
of  the  divorce.  " 

She  picked  up  the  phone  and  dialed 
the  number.  It  was  all  very  easv.  She 
was  nierelv  telephoning  for  her  divorce. 
It  shouldn't  be  too —  "Hello.  Let  me 
speak  to  Mr.  Effingham.  Yes.  He's  what? 
Oh,  thank  you."  She  put  down  the  re- 
ceiver and  laughed  brittlelv.  "This  is 
funny.    He's  out  getting  divorced."' 

Mike  began  pacing  up  and  down 
the  living  room.  "Damn  it  anyhow,  isn't 
this  ever  going  to  end?  The  city  of 
Boston  will  become  extinct." 

"Have  they  tried  sending  people  out 
of  the  city  or  bringing  normal  people 
in?" 

"No.  The  government  won  t  permit  it. 
We  can't  even  get  any  rabbits  to  work 
on,  and  there  are  less  than  half  a  dozen 
left." 

"Is  there  any  medical  or  logical  rea- 
son why  this  should  have  happened?" 

"I  swear  I  don't  know.  There's  some 
kind  of  research  man  being  flown  here 
from  Washington  on  a  special  govern- 
ment plane.  He's  been  studying  matters 
dealing  with  this  for  some  time.  He's 
going  to  be  at  the  lab  this  afternoon  to 
tell  us  his  theories.  I'm  leaving  now. 
Come  on  with  me." 
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They  left  immediately,  still  with  the 
same  indifferent  air  that  had  prevailed 
for  the  past  few  weeks.  It  was  warm 
outside — warm  and  dry.  It  lacked  com- 
pletely the  wet,  green  smell  of  a  new 
spring  day.  The  blue  of  the  sky  seemed 
only  a  faint,  oddly  unusual  dash  of  color 
in  a  world  of  muddy  browns  and  black. 
Over  the  sidewalks  was  scattered  the 
refuse  of  a  loveless  city.  Here  and  there 
lay  plaster  dolls,  smashed  and  discarded 
by  their  young  owners  now  bored  with 
the  occupation  of  playing  at  love. 

The  doctor  was  a  little  man.  His  head 
was  bald  and  remarkably  well  shined 
with  a  little  guard  rail  of  fuzz  around 
the  edge.  His  sentences  were  clipped  and 
terse,  and  he  packed  meaning  into  each 
inflection  of  his  voice.  His  smile  was  as 
false  as  the  two  large  teeth  which 
gleamed  in  the  center  of  it,  though  it 
was  more  from  his  state  of  preoccupa- 
tion than  his  character.  His  name  was 
Tino,  Dr.  Maurice  Tino.  He  smiled  and 
shook  hands  as  though  he  were  extreme- 
ly busy  thinking  of  the  things  he  would 
rather  have  been  doing.  One  of  the  staff 
of  doctors  was  saying,  "Dr.  Tino,  you 
are  quite  aware  why  you  have  been 
asked  here.  For  some  strange  reason  the 
city  of  Boston  has  been  afflicted  with 
some  terrible  disease.  We  are  in  danger 
of — well,  of  finishing  our  lives  as  shells 
— ^human  shells.  It  is  the  middle  of 
May  and  the  trees  won't  bloom.  Even 
the  animals  refused  to  acknowledge  the 
mating  season.  The  birth  rate  of  the 
people  here  has  dropped  to  zero  and 
divorces  are  becoming  more  numerous 
each  day.  We  have  examined  those  peo- 
ple who  seem  to  be  under  the  influence 
of  this,  this — whatever  it  is,  and  they 
show  all  signs  of  being  perfectly  nor- 
mal. We're  beginning  to  think  we're 
crazy." 

The  doctor  scratched  his  head  thought- 
fully as  though  he  expected  to  extract  the 
answer  like  a  sideshow  magician  from 
that  gleaming  expanse  of  skin.  He  drew 
a  pair  of  pince  nez  from  his  vest  pocket 
and  adjusted  them  cooly  to  his  nose.  He 
cleared  his  throat  and  began  softly. 

"Gentlemen,  you  are  not  crazy.  You 
are  merely  the  victims  of  a  circumstance 
you  have  built  yourselves.  Nature  has 
its  own  secret  system  of  checks  and 
balances.  We  are  all  familiar  with  cases 
in  which  nature  has  atrophied  organs 
no  longer  in  use.  This  is  merely  one  of 
the  laws  of  nature.  In  this  case  nature 
has  conspired  in  a  revolt  against  abuse. 

"In  my  studies  of  your  city  I  have 
seen  several  good  reasons  why  such  a 
revolt  should  occur.  In  all  society, 
(Continued  on  page  28) 


DAILY  DILEMMA 


(EDITOR'S — that  is,  Daily  editor's — note:  Contrary  to 
popular  belief,  no  news  is  BAD  news.  When  deadline  time 
came  today,  we  were  so  far  short  of  filling  up  the  blank 
spaces  that  gaped  up  at  us  from  the  makeup  page,  we  began 
to  get  desperate.  After  using  a  "Read-the-Daily"  filler;  an 
old,  faded  feature  on  "Head-Hunting  Among  Various  Can- 
nibal Tribes  in  the  Pacific";  and  a  review  of  one  of  the 
Horatio  Alger  books,  we  began  to  run  around  the  news  room 
and  pick  up  scraps  of  paper  from  the  floor.  We  were  hoping, 
of  course,  to  find  something  we  could  print. 

Under  a  large  pile  of  pipe  ashes  and  1326  burnt  matches, 
we  found — much  to  our  happy  surprise — an  incoherent  mass 
of  journalistic  inanitv  which,  bv  deleting  various  phrases 
like:  "Now  is  the  time  for  all  good  men  to  come  to  the  aid  of 
their  party"  and  'T  am  disenchanted;  the  editor  is  disen- 
chanted; we're  all  disenchanted,"  we  were  able  to  piece 
together  a  sort  of  story.    Sort  of.   This  is  it)  : 

AFTERNOON  OF  A  REPORTER:  Arrived  at  the  office 
at  2  p.m.,  full  of  cubbish  ambitions  and  dreams  of  Putziler 
prizes.  For  some  reason,  the  editor  was  perturbed  about 
something.  "I'm  going  mad — do  you  hear  me — mad!  We 
have  no  copy.  Millions  of  blank  spaces.  Oh,  I  hate  to  see 
the  evening  sun  go  down.  (No  news.  Ain't  got  no  news. 
No  news)."  The  editor  would  sing  the  first  part,  then  the 
staff'  would  chant  in  with  the  "No-news"  lament.  After  awhile 
I  began  to  think  the  editor  was  perturbed  mostly  because 
there  was  no  news. 

2:21  p.m.:  My  stories  have  all  blown  up.  Save  for  the 
clicking  of  the  typewriters,  the  crack  of  the  professor's  whip 
in  the  next  room  and  the  mad  ravings  of  the  editor,  all  is 
quiet.  The  girl  next  to  me  is  lighting  a  cigarette  with  savage 
glee.  She  has  nice,  hairy  legs.  The  longer  I  sit  and  stare 
at  them,  the  greater  grows  my  desire  to  shave  them.  Lit  my 
pipe. 

2:23  p.m.:  My  pipe  is  out.  Went  downstairs  to  the  wash- 
room.   It's  a  bully  washroom.   Lit  my  pipe. 

3:12  p.m.:  There's  nothing  like  a  little  doze  in  the  middle 
of  the  afternoon.  Editor  now  on  floor,  frothing  at  mouth. 
God,  how  I  want  to  shave  that  girl's  legs!  Lit  my  pipe.  (It 
had  gone  out.) 

3:31  p.m.:  Editor  called  me  over.  He  put  his  arm  around 
my  shoulders  and  spoke  softly  in  my  ear,  "Because  you  are 
one  of  the  best  men  we  have  around  here,  we're  going  to 
let  you  have  a  break."  My  heart  pounded  and  tears  of 
gratitude  came  to  my  eyes.  The  Great  One  spoke  again, 
"You  can  go  after  the  hot  fudge  sundaes.  There  are  other 
days  to  win  Pulitzer  prizes,  you  know."  I  looked  deep  into 
his  eyes,  trying  to  tell  him  that  this  was  the  happiest  moment 
of  my  career.    He  smiled — oh,  so  kindly.    It  was  touching. 

3:36  p.m.:  Went  to  get  sundaes.  Got  sundaes.  They  were 
oozing  out  of  the  cartons.    I  licked  my  fingers. 

3:48  p.m.:  Handed  my  sundaes  into  the  copy  desk.  I  had 
forgot  the  spoons.  Their  faces  got  all  chocolately-like  when 
they  ate  them.  Somehow  I  didn't  care.  Lit  my  pipe.  It  went 
out.  Lit  my  pipe.  Went  downstairs  to  the  bully  washroom 
— to  wash  the  chocolate  off  my  hands. 

Note:    the  reporter  never  returned.) 
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THE  PIBBIERS 


^a  rJLiCtian  V^eli 


/^UIBBLERS  CLUB  does  not  quibble.    Perhaps  I'd  better  explain  how  we  got  the  name.    Back  in 
1926  when  the  club  was  organized,  its  only  purpose  was  to  provide  a  meeting  place  for  students 
forced  to  commute,  and  plan  parties.    Such  a  frivolous  name  fitted  then  but  now  it  does  not,  but  for 
sentimental  reasons,  the  name  clings. 

The  club  now  has  as  its  purpose,  the  fostering  of  democratic  ideals  on  campus,  and  the  integration 
of  all  students  in  campus  activities.  The  new  program  started  last  year  with  the  calling  together  of  all 
interested  students  to  discuss  the  housing  problem,  the  action  which  resulted  in  the  formation  of  RECC. 
All  Quibblers  took  an  active  part  in  the  campaign,  which  although  unsuccessful,  at  least  succeeded  in 
making  the  campus  aware  of  the  situation. 

In  February  we  sponsored  for  the  first  time  an  exhibit  of  Negro  artists  in  the  foyer  of  Deering 
library.  The  success  of  this  venture  has  made  it  a  permanent  part  of  the  club  program.  Along  those 
same  lines,  various  speakers  are  brought  into  the  aieetings  to  discuss  problems  pertinent  to  all  Ameri- 
cans, and  to  discuss  what  we  can  do  to  alleviate  the  situation. 

Several  Quibblers  members  are  working  with  the  Emerson  street  Y.M.C.A.  to  help  improve  the 
recreational  facilities.  They  are  donating  their  time  to  sponsoring  clubs  and  helping  to  put  on  produc- 
tions to  raise  money  for  a  much  needed  cafeteria. 

As  for  future  plans,  we  are  giving  a  formal  dance  May  4th,  and  an  all-school  tea  later  in  the 
month  to  acquaint  the  students  with  talent  that  is  for  the  most  part  buried  on  the  campus. 

Membership  in  the  club  is  not  restricted  in  any  way  except  to  those  that  are  genuinely  interested 
in  our  purpose  and  plans,  and  are  willing  to  work.    It  is  not  an  all  Negro  organization. 

Former  Quibblers  that  are  making  a  name  for  themselves  are:  Katherine  MacDonald  Davis,  vo- 
calist with  Duke  Ellington,  Annalouise  deRamus,  concert  pianist  on  the  east  coast,  and  Bernard  Jeffer- 
son, recently  decorated  army  air  force  hero,  with  the  99th  Pursuit  Squadron. 

Officers  are:  President,  Lillian  E.  Bell,  Journ.  '45 
Vice-Pres,  Jeanne  Ackiss,  Educ.  '46 
Secretary,  Helen  Leatherwood,  Commerce  '47 
Treasurer,  Irving  MacColIum,  Graduate 

AT  THE  MEETING,  First  row:  Mae  Gordon  Davis.  Jeanne  Ackiss,  Lillian  Bell,  Beverlee  Stams,  Helen 
Leatherwood.  Willa  Cummings;  second  row:  June  Wells,  Florice  Green,  Ernestine  Gillebeaux,  Juanita 
Wells,  Dorothy  Fowler,  Dorothy  Bartholomew,  Connie  Johnson;  third  roiv:  Dorothy  Bradley,  Irving 
McCullom,  Jimmy  Dixson  and  Bob  Waters. 
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THETHmes   THIS    PERFUr\E    WILL 

DO  foR  yov)-o^Tovou nonEMTs 

YOU'LL      ^4EVER     DARe  TELL.   BR^e 
OlJT    THE    SAV/AGE   IM  THE  BEAUX' 
LOVELV    yoo    VJVTV\ 


GRABU 


SACRE  DU  PRINTEMRS 


W.  A*  1% 


I 


WAA,  that's  the  Women's  Athlc 

group*  competition  each  year  for  the 
fall  with  hockey  and  plenty  of  bruise 
ball  season  comes  through  with  excit 
while  the  V- 1  2  unit  lightly  turns  to  the 
ing  for  more  strenuous  games  of  base 
Bonnie  Pick,  co-eds  will  soon  take  ove 
the  bowling  alleys  on  Thursday  and  I 


PI  Phi  Bonnie  Pick  who  writes  the  sports 
column  for  the  Daily  spends  most  of  her 
time  now  outlining  WAA  activities  for  the 
year. 


Dottle  McFetridge  sends  one  down  the 
alley.  She  can  afford  to  smile,  last  year  she 
bowled  an  average  of  149  In  the  tourna- 
ment. 


Boasting    a     rubber    bathing    cap,    this 
WAA  member  vigorously  prepares  for  the 

spring    swimming    meet. 


ion,  offers  plenty  of  individual  and 
ke  gals  on  campus.  It  all  starts  in  the 
t  no  hurt  feelings.  Then  the  basket- 
;e  court  battes.  Now  it's  spring  and 
i-ti-ful  women,  the  women  are  prepar- 
nis.  Under  the  leadership  of  president 
meadow,  some  of  the  tennis  courts, 
lOons,  and  the  Y's  swimming  poo 


This  shot  brings  back  memories  of  hockey  clubs  and  the  guards  standing 
at  their  nets  in  stadium  boots. 


T^ 


X     Cherie  Gist  in  white  formal  with  taffeta  bodice  and        VvV_, 
marquisette   skirt   with   two    red    roses   on    skirt.   Off 
shoulder  neckline.  Junior  sizes  9-15.   $35.00   Evening 
shop.  V 


J) 


.^ 


^Wj^y  Joan  Ramsey  in  grey  men's  wear  flannel  cholo-type 
jacket  which  may  be  worn  belted  also.  Black  elkskln 
shorts.  Jacket  $17.95.  Shorts,  $6.95.  Both  come  in 
sizes  12-18.  Casual  Clothes  Shop. 
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BETA    SIGMA 


Founded  at  Northwestern  University  on  May  1,  1936 
6  Active   Chapters 

All  members  of  this  organization  are  elected 
by  a  necessarily  anonymous  committee  on  the 
basis  of  those  qualities  which  are  representa- 
tive of  the  best  in  Beta  Sigma.  Each  new 
member  has  received  an  emblem  of  the  order 
as  pictured  above. 


Members  Elected  1945 


not  so  iiuicli  in  ils 
intrinsic  worth  as 
in  the  moral  inijjli- 
cations  implied,  is 
the  symbol  nf  Beta 
Sisnid. 


F rates  in  universitate: 

THEODORE  PICKARD 
BRADSHAW 

FRANKLIN  FREDERICK 
CLEMENT 

PHILLIP  JOHN  DESMOND 

PAUL  LEE  HERMAN 

KARL  HEINZ  KREUTER 

MAX  LLOYD  MYOVER 

WILLIAM  DAVIS  ROSS 

ROBERT  EDWIN  SCOTT 

Sorores  ex  officio: 

JUSTINE  EVELYN  MILLER 

CHARLOTTE  PATRICIA 
ROGERS 


Fratres  in  facultate: 

FRANK  BARTON  COOKSON 
BERGEN  BALDWIN  EVANS 
MELVILLE  JEAN  HERSKOWITS 
BERTRAM  MORRIS 
PAUL  ARTHUR  SCHILPP 
SAMUEL  K.  WORKMAN 

F rates  in  Classiariis: 

VAN  EUGENE  GATES 

KENNETH  CHARLES  TIMOTHY 
SNYDER 

DONALD  BRYCE  THOMPSON 

CONRAD  FRANK  WEDBERG,  Jr. 


APRIL,    1945 


Pass     2  1 


THOUGHTS  WHILE  LOOKING 
FOR   THE   NEAREST  EXIT 


d^u    {jerru     i/l/ediei 


A,. 


lLL  right,  this  is  my  true  story. 
And  Fm  writing  it  not  to  warn  other 
girls  of  the  situation,  or  for  any  other 
noble  motive,  but  because  it  happens  to 
be  one  of  the  damnedest  things  that  ever 
happened  to  me.  and  I  like  to  see  myself 
in  print. 

I  don't  know  why  I  took  that  date.  He 
was  sitting  in  the  library  that  evening 
looking  lonely  and  sullen,  because  some 
girl  had  stood  him  up.  No  one  would 
believe  me  if  I  suggested  that  altruism 
was  behind  my  offer  to  substitute,  but  I 
had  been  dating  all  week-end,  and  there 
was  plenty  of  work  to  do. 

When  I  made  my  suggestion,  he  said, 
"That's  fine!"  then  a  little  hesitantly,  "I 
haven't  any  money." 

I  looked  doubtful.  Surely  he  didn't 
expect  me  .  .  . 

He  added.  ''My  roommate  and  I  were 
planning  a  little  party  at  our  apart- 
ment." 

"Huh  uh."  I  thought. 
"I'm  afraid   I  have  a  lot  of  work  to 
do." 

"You  can  bring  your  books  along." 
he  said  helpfully. 

Oh  brother!  I  sighed,  and  went  up- 
stairs to  get  my  Complete  Works  of 
Shakespeare,  my  glasses,  and  a  stainless 
steel  hatpin. 

That  should  explain  as  much  as  can 
be  explained  concerning  the  reason  why 
at  7:30  p.m.  on  Sunday.  I  was  sitting  in 
a  man's  apartment,  with  a  glass  of  beer 
in  my  hand  and  my  Shakespeare  book 
in  my  lap. 

The  apartment  was  a  Greenwich  Vil- 
lagesque  affair  with  a  bright  red  upright 
piano  and  a  preponderance  of  studio 
couches.  You  win  the  game  if  you  can 
avoid  the  studio  couches,  keep  your 
glasses  on,  and  never  lose  your  grip  on 
the  Shakespeare.  He  was  closer  to  the 
exit  than  I  was.  Besides,  it  was  upstairs 
in  a  barnlike  building,  and  I  probably 
would  have  fallen  down  the  outside  stair- 
way if  I  had  tried  to  get  out.  I  decided 
against  a  coup  d'etat. 

The  man  was  playing  a  George  Raft 
role,  even  to  the  pinstriped  business 
suit  with  heavilv  padded  shoulders.  He 
paced  the  floor,  talked  vehemently,  and 
leered  when  he  remembered  to.    All  he 


needed  was  a  leading  woman,  and  while 
I'm  not  Katharine  Hepburn,  neither  am 
I  Dame  May  Whitty. 

I  casually  got  up,  crossed  the  room, 
and  lit  a  cigarette.  Glancing  at  the  book- 
shelves I  noticed,  "What  Every  Young 
Man  Should  Know,"  and  a  brightly 
jacketed  volume  titled,  "Sex — What  to 
do  About  It.  '  I  ignored  the  studio 
couches  and  made  for  the  single  chair 
and  my  Shakespeare  book. 

I  had  read  only  a  few  lines  when  I 
had  to  look  up.  He  was  leering  at  me 
then,  and  said  in  his  deepest  Raft  tones. 
"You  can't  concentrate,  can  you?" 

To  hell  with  Hepburn.  To  hell  with 
Veronica  Lake.  Back  to  Jane  Withers 
and  Orphan  Annie  for  me! 

"Oh  yes  I  can!"  I  exclaimed,  and  for 
the  next  fifteen  minutes  I  stared  at  lines 
one  to  eighty-five  of  Othello,  while  my 
host  stared  with  equal  intensity  at  me. 
For  the  first  time  I  was  glad  that  glasses 
do  not  improve  my  appearance. 

He  played  the  piano  then,  a  strained 
and  studied  boogie  woogie  with  a  hic- 
cough effect  when  he  passed  over  the  key 
that  stuck.  I  encouraged  him.  and  he 
stopped  immediately. 

"If  you  think  that's  good,  you're 
nuts,"  he  said,  reaching  for  a  cigarette, 
although  he  was  holding  one  at  the  time. 

"See   what   you   do   to   me?"     Then, 


''My  parents   think   we're  putting  our- 
selves through  school  peddling  dope,  but 
if  they  ever  find  out  we^re  editing  the 
school  magazine!" 


more  fiercely,  as  he  ground  it  out,  "You 
didn't  do  it.    I'm  like  that  all  the  time." 

"What  time  did  you  say  vour  room- 
mate is  coming?"  I  asked  quicklv. 

"About  nine-thirty." 

I  settled  back  with  my  Shakespeare. 
An  hour  and  one  half  more  with  this 
creature  watching  me.  He  grew  almost 
monstrous  in  my  sight.  The  beer  and  the 
excitement  had  added  another  worry  to 
my  increasing  burden.  I  wondered  if  the 
place  had  plumbing.  I  longed  for  the 
cozy  little  night  clubs  with  conspicuous 
signs  over  doors.  The  only  doors  I  saw 
led  to  bedrooms,  and  I  wasn't  going  to 
head  for  one  of  those. 

I  managed  the  situation  rather  well. 
I  thought,  saying,  "So  a  modern  artist 
designed  this  place.  Well,  where  did  he 
put  the  bathroom?" 

That  crisis  over.  I  was  no  longer 
afraid.  That  is  until  ten  minutes  later, 
when  he  said.  "Will  vou  try  an  experi- 
ment With  me?" 

I  waited. 

"Will  you  wear  my  fraternity  pin  for 
two  weeks — go  steady  with  me  for  that 
time?  We  can  do  what  we  like  and  see 
how  it  works  out." 

Will  you  go  out  and  hang  yourself 
with  me  tomorrow  night?  Will  you  wear 
my  poison  ring? 

"I  appreciate  it  a  lot."'  I  answered, 
"but  I'm  afraid  you  chose  the  wrong 
girl." 

"I  didn't  think  you'd  do  it."  he  said 
gloomily.  "Well,  you  said  no,  and  that's 
all  right.  But  why?  Why  do  girls  brush 
me  off?" 

"Do  they?" 

"This  is  the  fourth  time  in  three 
weeks.  Good  God.  what  do  they  expect 
— The  Ripper?" 

We  were  interrupted  then  by  a  bell 
jangling  outside.  He  laughed  nervously, 
straightened  his  coat,  and  walked  toward 
the  door. 

"I  told  him  to  do  that,"  he  said.  "It's 
OK,  Jack,  come  on  up." 

We  had  a  drink  with  Jack  and  his 
date,  and  I  announced  that  I  had  to 
leave.  I  hated  to  leave  the  poor  girl  up 
there,  but  if  I  could  handle  my  date,  she 
certainly  could  handle  that  anemic  Jack. 
We  walked   home   then.    I   almost   ran 


Page     22 


PURPLE    PARROT 


when  I  saw  the  quads  again,  but  he  was 
holding  my  hand. 

"You  went  with  me  tonight  out  of  pity. 
Will  you  go  again?" 

Taking  courage  at  the  sight  of  the 
despised  night  watchman,  I  said,  "No." 

"Why?" 

"You  scare  me  silly." 

He  grabbed  my  arm,  "/  scare  you! 
Do  you  realize  that  you're  probably 
safer  with  me  than  with  any  other  man 
at  Northwestern?" 

And  I  probably  was. 


St.  Peter 

A  young  engaged  couple  were  killed 
in  a  motor  accident  the  day  before  they 
were  to  have  been  married.  On  their 
arrival  at  the  pearly  gates  they  were  met 
by  St.  Peter,  who  welcomed  them,  saying 
that  he  hoped  they  would  have  a  happy 
time. 

"Yes,"  said  the  girl,  "but  you  know 
we  were  killed  the  day  before  our  wed- 
ding." 

"All  right,"  said  St.  Peter,  Fll  fix  it 
up  for  you." 

A  month  passed:  then  a  year;  and  as 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  time  in  Heaven, 
500  years  passed.  Then  the  girl  met  St. 
Peter. 

"Look  here,"  she  said,  "have  you  for- 
gotten about  my  wedding?" 

"Oh,  no,"  said  St.  Peter.  "I  haven't 
forgotten — I'm  waiting  for  a  parson." 
• 
Persistent 

An  inmate  of  the  lunatic  asylum  was  to 
be  examined  for  dismissal.  The  first 
question  he  was  asked  was:  "What  are 
you  going  to  do  when  you  get  out  of 
here?" 

The  inmate  replied,  "I'm  going  to  get 
me  a  sling  shot  and  come  back  and  break 
every  damn  window  in  this  place." 

After  another  six  months  in  the  pad- 
ded cell,  he  was  again  examined,  and  the 
same  question  was  put  to  him. 

"Well,  I'm  going  to  get  a  job,"  was  the 
reply. 

"Fine,"  said  the  examiner.  "And  then 
what?" 

"Then  I'm  going  to  buy  a  big  car." 

"Good." 

"And  then  I'm  going  to  meet  a  beau- 
tiful girl." 

"That's  wonderful." 

"Then  I'm  going  to  take  her  out  driv- 
ing on  a  lonely  road." 

"Yes." 

"And  I'm  going  to  put  my  arm  around 
the  girl." 

"Yes." 

"Then  I'm  going  to  grab  her  garter, 
make  a  sling  shot,  and  come  back  here 
and  break  every  damn  window  in  the 
place." 
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I 


T  'PEARS  to  us  hou  most  of  you 
young  folks  just  couldn  I  wait  lor  spring 
to  run  out  and  hang  your  pins  or  get 
engaged  or  some  fool  thing.  Look  at  all 
those  people  who  were  misled  by  that 
warm  weather  in  March.  Look  at  Bill 
Spink,  for  instance.  Couldn't  even  wait 
until  after  vacation  to  get  rid  of  that 
Phi  Delt  pin.  Had  to  go  and  give  it  to 
Sue  Snively.  D.  G.  right  during  exam 
week.  And  Pi  Phi  Barbara  Brock  also 
got  Dick  Stewart's  sword  and  shield 
somewhat  liefore  the  equinox. 

In  fact,  everything  happens  so  fast 
tliat  even  the  night  watchman  is  having 
trouble  keeping  up  with  things.  How- 
ever, we  did  hear  that  he  caught  up  with 
the  Delia  Gammas  during  vacation,  and 
at  this  time,  we  wish  to  congratulate 
Lois  Ford.  Jane  Franzen  and  Daisy 
Hodgkins  on  emerging  from  their  cam- 
pused  periods  with  their  natures  essen- 
tially unchanged.  Stay  as  sweet  as  you 
are,  all  of  you. 

And  something  else  that  proves  that 
things  are  moving  quickly  is  this  Alpha 
Delt  pin  of  Newt  Compiere's  that  Anna 
Mary  Evans  is  wearing.  Because,  frank- 
1)%  chum,  it  isn't  just  everybody  that 
takes  a  pin  on  a  first  date.  In  fact,  we've 
only  heard  of  it  a  couple  of  times,  and 
we  think  these  were  cases  involving  Phi 
Kap  pins.  Of  course,  readers,  we  will 
be  glad  to  publish  any  or  all  incidents 
of  this  type  that  are  sent  in  to  us.  And 
here  is  another  little  affair  that  makes 
our  head  swim.  Ann  Gilbert  goes  out 
on  a  Saturday  night  with  Jim  Gamble 
and  the  next  day  receives  two  dozen 
roses  and  one  orchid  from  same.  Of 
course,  she  may  have  some  difficulty  con- 
tinuing with  this  affair,  since  she,  too, 
has  fallen  under  the  watchman's  dis- 
pleasure, and  is  confined  to  the  Kappa 
house  for  three  weeks.  We  hope  that  she 
will  be  able  to  help  sister  Betty  Lou 
Perkins  solve  her  med  school  dilemma, 
a  little  romance  that  has  everyone  con- 
fused, including  Betty  Lou. 

Before  we  go  any  farther,  we  might 
just  as  well  tell  you  who  all  has  gotten 
married  recently.    They  are  people  you 


all  know  or  ought  to  know.  There  is 
Lois  Mueller  AOPi  who  married  Bob 
Lindquist  and  Nancy  Moyer,  AOPi  last 
year  B.W.O.C.  who  married  Walt  Mc- 
Cain. And  Thela  Coralie  Davies  took 
the  vows.  And  so  did  Gamma  Phi  Mar- 
jorie  Johnston.  Also  during  vacation 
those  who  old  N.U.  students,  Martha 
Toot  and  Frank  Knoop  took  part  in  Jean 
Fitch's,  former  Kappa,  wedding. 

It  would  hardly  seem  that  there  was 
anyone  left  to  get  married,  but  Palsy 
Hill,  Kappa,  and  Hank  Schwartz,  Phi 
Delt  plan  to  do  just  that  in  June,  as  do 
Marian  Northcott,  Gamma  Phi  and  her 
friend,  Dan.  And  Gamma  Phi  Ann 
Hershey  and  Charles  Cook  also  have 
marriage  plans. 

We  have  a  mental  picture  of  trains  to 
Norfolk  during  spring  vacation,  just 
jammed  with  Northwestern  maidens  on 
their  way  to  their  loved  ones.  Jane  Wil- 
son visited  Lane  Fortinberry  at  this  time 
and  her  Theta  sister,  Ruth  Moss,  visited 
this  boy  that  everyone  calls  Smitty,  and 
that  we  blush  to  admit  that  we  don't 
know.  But  we  are  glad  that  she  dropped 
in  on  him  anyway.  And  we  are  glad  that 
Suzi  Vander  Zanden  dropped  in  on 
Chuck  Chitivood.  It  is  also  good  to  know 
that  Mary  Jane  Duryea  visited  Bob 
Tribhle,  and  that  Polly  Weis  went  scoot- 
ing off  to  Florida  to  see  her  Phi  Kap 
friend,  Clawson.  There  were  some  who 
went  away  spring  vacation  to  stay  away. 
For  instance,  D.  A.  Ellis  Lane,  PiPhi, 
graduated  and  joined  husband.  Bill,  in 
Dayton,  Ohio,  and  Lea  Hanson  Sheaffer. 
Gamma  Phi  also  grasped  her  diploma 
and  headed  for  husband  Bob,  on  the  east 
coast.  Then  there  are  those  two  war 
brides,  Robin  Babbe  and  Tini  Home 
Justak,  who  have  returned  to  class-room 
joys  and  have  resumed  their  places  in 
the  Delta  Gamma  and  Pi  Phi  houses 
respectively. 

We  wish  some  Alpha  Phi  would  give 
us  some  concrete  facts  about  this  Bobbie 
Engle  and  Johnnie  Gent  affair.  During 
that  leave  of  his,  they  seemed  very 
friendly,  but  .Alpha  Phis  have  fooled  us 
more  than  once  before.  But  leaves  are 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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How  To  Write  Verse 
and  Worse 

(Continued  from  Page  9) 

Tomorrow  we  can  plan ; 
Let  then  our  work  be  done. 

In  your  own  mind  you  can  grasp  the 
parallel  between  the  revel  of  the  twen- 
ties and  this  New  Year's  Eve  party.  You 
can  visualize  how  businessmen  refused 
to  plan,  refused  to  save,  refused  to  keep 
their  feet  on  the  ground,  just  as  these 
celebrators  refuse  to  think  of  the  morn- 
ing-after. You  assume,  of  course,  that 
the  intelligent  reader  also  has  an  imagin- 
ation. 

This,  you  tell  yourself,  is  going  to  be 
a  clever  piece  of  satire.  Still  the  word 
"beer"  bothers  you  because  you  have 
never  heard  of  beer  being  served  at  a 
New  Year's  Eve  party.  But  after  all, 
what  other  beverage  rhymes  with 
"cheer" ? 

Now  for  the  "fatta  due  volte"!  Again 
you  must  produce  a  "d-d,"  which  means 
another  rhyming  couplet  which  rhymes 
with  the  first  rhyming  couplet.  It  must 
also  carry  the  poem's  moral.  Humbly 
you  pen  the  following: 

But  heads  benumbed  and  sore 
Recall  the  night  before. 

Finished!  A  masterpiece  of  thought  and 
style!  A  little  patching  here  and  there, 
and  you  proudly  read  over  your  com- 
position. 

Smooth 

Any  Girl:  "Am  I  the  first  girl  you 
ever  kissed?  " 

Jim :  "Now  that  you  mention  it,  you 
do  look  familiar.  " 


"My  roommate  says  there  are  some 
things  a  girl  should  not  do  before 
twenty." 

"Well,  personally,  I  don't  enjoy  a 
large  audience  either." 
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I  Beginning  I 

I  Lemme  see,  Eustacia  said  he  had  a 
crew  cut  and  would  be  wearing  a  tweed 
jacket  and  blue  checked  pants.  Oh,  there 
he  is.  My  Gawd,  she  didn"t  tell  me  he 
was  fat!'  CENSORED.  The  athletic 
type,  huh?  The  nearest  he  ever  got  was 
probably  athlete's  foot.  I  hope  none  of 
the  girls  see  me — and  his  ears — just  like 
a  St.  Bernard  s  ...  all  he  needs  is  the 
keg  of  brandy.  In  that  coat  (?)  he 
could  pass  for  Omar  the  Tentmaker. 
Just  wait  till  I  get  my  hands  on  Eu- 
stacia. I  Oh — hello,  are  you  Roswell? 
I  knew  you  right  away  from  Eustace's 
description.  But  she  never  told  me  you 
were  so  goodlooking.  Wait  just  a  second 
while  I  sign  out,  will  ya? 

( Gee.  I  guess  I  really  made  a  hit. 
But  what  a  mess — Jack  neyer  said  any- 
thing about  her  buck  teeth — he  just 
rayed  about  how  white  they  were.  And 
that  hair — Gad,  I  could  do  better  with 
a  ball  of  twine  and  glue  .  .  .  I'ye  seen  a 
better  head  on  a  cabbage!  Hope  we 
don't  meet  the  fellows.  I  All  set?  O.K. 
'W'e're  off.   Ha-ha-ha !    Oh.  where  do  you 


Bitter  Prelude 

want  to  go,  b\   the  way? 

Eustacia  said  something  about  the 
Little  Club,  but  I'd  love  to  go  to  the 
Bloody  Paw.  I've  never  been  there — 
uh.  I  mean,  uh.  for  a  long  time.  (I  don't 
think  any  of  the  girls  were  planning  on 
going  there  tonight  I 

That's  a  good  idea.  I  think  it's  lots 
better  than  the  Little  Club.  (Whatta 
relief!  I'm  darn  sure  none  of  the  fel- 
lows are  going  there  tonight. )  Here  s 
my  car.    Hop  in. 

Oh,  your  own  car?  How  smooth! 
( Car! !  ?  ?  So  this  is  what  Eustacia  calls 
a  car — it's  a  convertible  all  right — won- 
der when  they  sawed  the  top  off?) 

Chug,  chug,  chug. 

(During) 

Oops,  oh  pardon  me.  I  was  looking 
at  something  else  and  forgot  all  about 
dancing.  ( Gosh,  none  of  the  girls  have 
come  in  yet.  It's  getting  late.  too.  I 
sure  hope  they  don't  come.  Gawd,  he's 
a  horrible  dancer — I  can  even  hear  him 
counting.)     You  dance  beautifully. 


Oh,  thanks,  I've  been  dancing  for 
years.  (Wish  I  could  say  the  same  for 
her )  Took  the  cup  at  the  Oregon  Flea 
Hop.  ( I'd  take  a  Mack  truck  to  steering 
her  any  day!  At  least,  nobody  has 
showed  up  yet.    Hope  they  stay  away.) 

(After) 

Did  I  have  fun!  Say,  listen  girls, 
picture  a  combination  of  Clark  Gable, 
Van  Johnson,  and  Joel  McCrea  with  a 
crew  cut,  and  that's  my  date.  Big,  too. 
Nice  and  strong.  And  those  bedroom 
eyes!  I  was  hoping  to  see  some  of  you, 
but  I  didn't — I  think  he  was  born  danc- 
ing. He  sure  was  smooth!  He'll  prob- 
ably call  me  soon.  By  the  way  Eustacia. 
let's  go  into  your  room,  I  want  to  talk 
to  you.  .  .  . 

Boy.  fellows,  you  should  have  seen 
the  little  queen  I  had  a  date  with  tonight. 
Those  Alpha  Zetas  sure  have  the  women ! 
Good  dancer,  too.  Good  old  Jack  got 
me  the  date.  By  the  way,  where  is  Jack? 
I  want  to  talk  to  him.  .  .  . 


Have  a  "Coke"=  Skal 


(HERES  TO  YOU) 
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.  .  .  /'//  Iceland  or  Idaho 

Have  a  "Coke"  is  the  American  fighting  man's  way  of  saying  Here's  to  yon 
in  every  clime.  It's  the  high-sign  of  friendliness.  That's  why  Coca-Cola  always 
belongs  in  your  icebox  at  home.  From  the  equator  to  the  poles,  Coca-Cola 
stands  for  the  pause  that  refreshes, —ha.s  become  the  global  symbol  of  those 
who  wish  well  to  their  fellow  men. 

BOTTLED   UNDER  AUTHORITY   OF  THE  COCA-COLA  COMPANY   BY 

COCA-COLA      BOTTLING      CO.,     OF     CHICAGO,     INC. 


"Coke"  =  Coca-Cola 

al  for  popular  name: 
acquire  friendly   abbrevia 
)ns.    That's   why   you    heal 
!  Coca-Cola  called  "Coke". 
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-Steaks 
Chicken 
Cocktails 


At  their  best 


Club  Moderne 

3555  Dempster  Skokie  198 


THEATER  TICKETS 

ALL  CHICAGO  THEATERS 
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RUSSELL  TICKET  SERVICE 

LOBBY  NORTH   SHORE   HOTEL 
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UNI.  0878 


Visit   the  new  and  intriguing 

WHITE  ELEPHANT 

Dancing  ISightly 
Food  and  Fun  for  All! 

TED  BROWN,  Manager 
3401  Dempster 


USE 

THE    EVANSTON 
BUS     COMPANY 

Office 

1201    Central  Street 


After  That  Kiss 

I  should  like  to  call  your  attention  to 
a  full-page  ad  which  has  been  appearing 
in  some  of  the  recent  Saturday  Evening 
Posts.  It  shows  first  a  rather  faded  out 
cut  of  a  couple  in  the  midst  of  a  kiss- 
fest,  and  muy  "pash"  at  that.  Right  un- 
der this  are  two  smiling,  upturned  faces 
looking  just  like  the  owners  were  trying 
to  hit  a  high  C.  But  upon  closer  exam- 
ination we  see — )'es  that's  it.  They  have 
glasses  in  their  hands.  They're  gar- 
gling!!  Then  comes  the  masterly  cap- 
tion; "After  that  kiss — Look  out  for  a 
cold  and  sore  throat!  Gargle  Listerine 
Antiseptic — Quick!  '  Then  it  goes  on, 
"Literally  millions  of  colds  and  sore 
throats  due  to  colds  are  transmitted  bv 
direct  contact  such  as  a  kiss  or  a  hand- 
shake" Then  alongside  the  copy  is  a 
group  of  pictures  which  look  as  though 
they  had  been  borrowed  from  a  seed 
catalogue.  These  are  the  "Secondary 
Invaders"  or  to  the  uninformed  they  are 
the  wee  small  beasties  which  fly  around 
just  plumb  full  of  respiratory  mischief. 
After  eating  some  hashish  I  hit  upon  the 
idea  for  an  entrancing  little  one-act 
which  I  will  herein  divulge.  So  solly 
Mr.  Lambert. 

The  scene:    Willard's  doorstep 

Time:  Just  before  the  watch-dog  is  put 
out. 

Characters:  Freshy  Wanda  Schlarb  who 
was  voted  "The  girl  most  likely  to 
become  consumptive  in  1945." 

R.  0.  Hector  Dingle  promising 
young  chemist.  They've  been  prom- 
ising his  body  to  Med.  School  for 
years. 

Action :    Characters  kiss. 

Wanda:  Good  night,  Hector. 

Hector:  Haven't  you  forgotten  some- 
thing? 

Wanda:    Wliaf? 

Hector:  Heavens  to  Betsy  kiddo.  don"t 
you  know  that  the  air  we  breathe  is 
literally  laden  with  such  germs  as: 
Friedlander's  baccillus.  Streptococ- 
cus hemoliticus,  bacillus  influenzae, 
micrococcus  catarrhalis  and  even  sta- 
phylococcus aureus?    Huh? 

Wanda:   God!    No!! 

Hector:  Yes.  And  what's  more,  millions 
of  those  may  exist  on  the  mouth  and 
throat  surfaces.  They  may  cause  no 
harm  until  body  resistance  is  low- 
ered and  then  bingo.   Gracious! 

Wanda :    Well  what  can  we  do  ? 

Hector:  (Producing  a  flask)  You  can 
see  how  important  it  is  to  attack 
them  before  they  get  the  upper  hand. 


AFTER  THE  MOVIE 

treat  yourself  to  delicious 
sundaes,  sodas,  sandwiches 
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Cool  Off  the  t:a8y  Way! 

Order 

Tangy  Sherbets 

Orange,  Lemon,  Rasplierry, 

Pineapple 


THE  BIG  DIPPER 

Acres..    Iroiii   Vi  illard 


FREE    PARKING 

•  Oppositf    l\orshore    Theatre 

*  Convenient  to  buses 
and  "L" 

CALIFORNIA 
BRICK  KITCHEN 

415   HOWARD  STREET 


HEADS  HIGH 
FOR  SPRING 

Hiive     neat,     ncll    groomed 
hair  for  hatlcs;^^  warm  days. 

CLASSIC 
EAUBEHSHOP 

OPPOSITE    VARSITY   THEATRE 


So  here  take  a  swig  of  this  Listerine 
and  gargle  thoroughly. 
Wanda:     I   never   touch   the   stuff.     I'm 

just  nuts  about  f.avoris  though. 
Hector:  Well  hurry  upstairs  now.  Sec- 
onds count. 
Quoting  Pepys.  "And  so  to  bed."  I 
can  just  see  it  now.  Nattily  decorated 
dispensing  booths  will  spring  up  in  the 
quads.  All  the  boys  after  seeing  their 
lady  loves  home  can  buzz  over  to  one 
of  these  canteens  and  get  a  quick  gargle 
for  a  jitney.  Or  if  they  had  just  met  the 
young  ladies  they  would  no  doubt  shake 
hands  with  them  when  parting  (  who  am 
I  kidding?)  and  could  rush  out  to  get 
a  quick  digit  spray  with  Eau  de  Formal- 
dehyde or  the  like. 

Me?    I  don't  give  a  damn.  Pucker  up 
and  give  me  a  cold,  Sugar!! 

Banned  in  Boston 

(Continued  jrom  Page  11 ) 

though  perhaps  more  noticeably  here, 
the  tendency  has  been  towards  suppres- 
sion and  consequently  regression. 
Though  the  fable  of  the  stork  explains 
a  number  of  things  to  the  young,  there 
conies  a  time  when  such  adult  childish- 
ness is  not  sufficient.  For  some  reason 
people  here  have  not  seen  things  in  this 
light.   They  have  attempted  to  cover  dirt 


with  dirt  and  mix  black  with  black  to 
produce  a  purity  cleanliness  which  is 
neither  possible  nor  necessary. 

"Nature,  in  her  own  way,  is  showing 
you  her  claws.  She  has  deprived  you  of 
the  thing  you  have  been  trying  to  hide. 
If  you  ask  me  for  remedies,  I  can  give 
you  none.  I  can  only  suggest,  and  in 
all  seriousness,  that  you  give  back  to 
nature  what  you  have  taken.  If  the  ex- 
pression 'Go  back  to  nature'  is  trite,  I 
am  sorry,  but  it  is  the  only  advice  I 
have." 

With  mingled  amazement  and  amuse- 
ment, his  audience  began  to  talk.  Mike 
grabbed  Luas  by  the  hand  and  led  her 
out  the  door  to  the  sidewalk. 

"Luas,  I  want  you  to  try  an  experi- 
ment with  me.  I  want  you  to  help  me 
follow  Dr.  Tino's  suggestion."  If  she 
said  yes,  he  didn't  hear  it  for  they  were 
already  in  the  car. 

He  stopped  several  miles  out  of  town 
and  they  got  out  of  the  car.  He  took 
her  to  a  grove  of  barren  trees  where 
the  only  sign  of  life  was  the  brook  which 
chased  itself  around  the  rocks.  He  took 
her  by  the  shoulders  and  looked  squarely 
into  her  eyes.  "Luas.  I  want  you  to  kiss 
me." 

"Mike,  I — ,"  her  sentence  came  sev- 
eral paragraphs  too  late. 


Allan  D.  Cunningham  &  Son,  Inc. 


Manufacturers   of    Fine    Ice    Crea 


m 


".i    nutritional  food  of  the  higliest   qnalitx 


2156    GREEN    BAY    ROAD 
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We  generally  feel  pretty  tough  about 
8:30  of  a  morning,  and,  always  being  in 
the  market  for  any  cure  for  this  condi- 
tion, we  were  considerably  taken  in  by 
the  little  SOMEBODY'S  DEVILED 
HAM  ads  that  have  been  running  in  the 
Post  lately.  They  usually  show  a  glum, 
Karloffian  character  slinking  off  at  a 
snail's  pace  to  the  station  with  upturned 
coat  collar  and  downturned  hat  after  a 
measly  breakfast  of  orange  juice,  toast, 
fried  potatoes,  pork  chops,  fried  eggs, 
doughnuts,  and  coffee.  His  breakfast, 
intimates  the  ad,  just  hasn't  given  him 
enough  energy  to  trot  off  to  the  station 
in  a  decently  exhuberant  fashion.  But 
— and  this  is  where  the  deviled  ham 
comes  in — far  outdistancing  him  in  the 
race  for  the  7:27  is  a  bright,  ambitious- 
looking  lad  who  looks  like  the  ICS 
graduate  who  always  got  the  job  out  of 
three  thousand  applicants  back  in  de- 
pression days.  He's  literally  gamboling 
to  the  station,  swinging  his  briefcase  and 
chanting,  "I've  had  HAM.' 

So  the  other  morning  we  asked  Ford 
at  Hoos  for  some  deviled  ham  when  we 
went  in  for  breakfast.  He  didn't  have 
any  devilled,  but  he  gave  us  some  fried. 
We  ate  it,  paid  the  check,  walked  out, 
swung  the  briefcase  which  we  had 
brought  along  especially  for  the  occa- 
sion, and  said  the  magic  words.  "I've 
had  HAM."  We  still  felt  groggy,  and 
we  were  ten  minutes  late  to  class. 

Evanstonians  are  turning  away  from 
the  Evanston  Review  and  toward  nature 
if  we're  to  judge  from  our  one  recent 
experience  with  an  Evanstonian.  It  hap- 
pened when  we  were  walking  down  Or- 
rington  Avenue.  Coming  toward  us  was 
a  man  who  seemed  to  have  just  leapt 
from  the  Lord  Calvert  Men  of  Distinc- 
tion ad.-  He  was  in  his  early  sixties,  but 
he  could  definitely  be  described  as 
sprightly.  He  had  a  white  Van  Dyke 
beard,  healthy  bronze  skin,  an  out- 
moded panama,  a  pearl  gray  flannel 
suit,  and  a  yellow  walking  stick.  All  in 
all,  he  was  the  epitome  of  upper  middle 
class  aged  respectability.  We  expected 
him  to  pass  in  dignified  silence,  but 
when  he  drew  abreast  of  us  he  pointed 
his  walking  stick  skyward,  gave  us  a 
broad,  pleasant  smile,  and  exclaimed, 
"Lots  of  leaves,  lots  of  leaves!"  "Yes," 
we  replied  humbly,  "Lots  of  leaves." 


It^s  a  Racket 


Wilson  Tennis  Rackets 

Wilson  Championship  Tennis  Balls 

Racket  Covers 

Badminton  Rackets  and  Presses 

Shuttlecocks — Indoor  and  Outdoor 


f  lortliwestem  S^tudent 
1726  Orrington  C^O  "  OP 


Greenleaf  2600 


For  sunny  days 

on  Willard  roof 


Use  Sun  Tan  Oil 

from 

HOOS  DRUG  STORE 


PHOTOGRAPHS— 

are    a   great    morale    builder  —  Mail  Them  With  Your  Letters 

3  for   $1-50 

4  WITH  THIS  AD 

Give    "him"    a    thrill.     Send    him    a   convenienl,    easy-lo-carry    photo    that   he'll 
prize  above  all  of  his  possessions. 


Phone  University  6330 

No  appointment   necessary 


DEGORE 

1741  Sherman 


Hours  1  to  8:30 
OPEN  EVERY  EVENING 


L^hicaao  6  Smartest 
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l^esL 


aurant 

Famous  for 


Southern  Fried  Chicken 


6935  Sheridan  Road 

Five  Minutes  from  Evanston 


Chicago,  III. 


APRIL,    1945 


Page     2  9 


EL  GAVCHO 

North  Shore's  Most  Distinctive  Restaurant  &  Cocktail  Lounge 


The  finest  in  foods, 
chili,  spaghetti, 
lobster  tails,  chicken 
and  steaks 


LEN  WARD 

The  Sensationally 
Amusing  Caricaturist 

HILDEGARDE  SILL 

at  the  HAMMOND  ORGAN 


Dinners  served  from  6  'til  10 


Skokie  Blvd.,  North  of  Harrison 


Skokie  2870 


Singular   Question 

If   all  the   co-eds   in   the   world   that          "He  fascinated  me  so  I  kissed  him.  "You're  an   apt  boy.     Is  your  sister 

didn't  neck  were  gathered  in  one  room.  Then  he  started  to  unfascinate  me  so  I  apt  too?" 

what  would  we  do  with  her?  slapped  him."  "If  she  gets  a  chance,  she's  apt  too." 


LAST    CHANCE  ! 

TO       BUY       THE 

1946     SYLLABUS 


Regarding  ''Every  Time  We 
Say  Goodbye  1  Die  A  Lit- 
tle": 

When  I  consider  the  good- 
byes we've  said 

Call  the  embalmer.  I'm  al- 
ready dead. 
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(Continued  from  page  24) 
certainly  very  nice  for  everyone  con- 
cerned, and  we  can  see  that  Donna  Mer- 
rill, Gamma  Phi,  would  be  pleased  to 
have  her  Beta  friend,  John  Widmer,  re- 
turn at  Easter-time,  as  did  Glenn  Ander- 
son, who  went  straight  off  to  see  Liz 
Schultz,  also  at  the  Gamma  Phi  house. 
The  doors  are  obviously  swinging  in  and 
out  constantly  over  there,  because  young 
Joan  Grubb  has  found  another  heart's 
delight,  name  of  Dick  Shindauvolf,  a  Lt. 
J.G.  at  Glenview.  Do  you  notice  any- 
thing significant  about  that  last  name? 

And  now,  friends,  we  have  a  special 
announcement  for  the  eager  but  still 
iinpinned  ladies  on  campus.  You  can 
just  forget  about  Al  Benson's  Phi  Gam 
pin,  because  Nancy  Cordeal  took  it  over 
just  before  vacation.  But,  and  here  is  a 
cheerful  item,  Harris  Covington,  of  the 
Phi  Delta  Theta  Covingtons,  no  longer 
has  any  strings  attached  to  him.  It  is 
open  season  on  the  sword  and  shield, 
remember,  and  you  have  nothing  to  lose 
but  your  reputation.  All  is  fair  in  love 
and  war,  you  know,  and  this  is  both. 


We  hope  that  none  of  you  old  friends 
of  Bill  Andrews  (you  remember  Bill!  I, 
missed  him  on  that  little  visit  he  paid  the 
campus  not  long  ago.  There  he  was,  just 
the  same  as  ever,  perhaps  a  little  the 
wiser  for  being  in  and  out  of  OCS  a  cou- 
ple of  times,  but  otherwise  not  much 
changed.  He  will  always  be  a  big  deal- 
er, we  think,  for  what  other  engaged  boy 
(and  Bill  has  made  a  certain  Texas  Tri 
Delt  happy  with  a  ring)  would  be  com- 
muting between  the  South  Quads  and  the 
Panther  Room  under  those  circum- 
stances? And  just  for  idle  curiosity, 
what  occurred  when  Bill  met  Barbarita 
at  the  Publications  Board  meeting?  Be- 
ginning to  sound  like  a  soap  opera,  aren't 
we? 

A  friend  of  ours  was  telling  us  the 
other  day  about  what  a  friend  of  hers 
(who  happened  to  be  a  Gamma  Phi) 
said  about  a  party  which  was  held  in 
Libertyville,  Illinois,  several  weekends 
ago.  It  was,  we  gathered,  a  pretty  wild 
affair,  what  with  the  hostess'  parents 
being  gone  and  all,  and  if  several  Alpha 
Phis  hadn't  approached  right  then,  we 
would  have  been  able  to  tell  all.  But  as 
it  is,  perhaps  you  better  ask  the  Alpha 
Phis. 


First 
Congregational 

Chnrcli 

Corner,  Hinman  Ave. 
Grove  &  Lake  Sts. 

Minister,    Hugh    Elmer    Brown 
11:00  a.m.   Sundays 

Chorus   of  40   Voices 

THEODORE  HARRISON, 

Director 


Corsages 

and  Bouquets 

Go  Over 

BIG 

When  They're  from 

london's  Flower  Shop 

1712  Sherman    Uni.  7542,  0632 


ar 


■^f  Continuous  Entertainment  Headed 
ic  By  the  DOUBLE  DATERS  and 
*   The  BLIND  MICE 

van  COVtR  6335  N.  WESTERN  (Near  Devon) 


^0  ^^^^ 


CHICAGO 


She.  0511 


Be  Prepared  for  Any  Occasion  ! 


Keep  your  skirts  and  sweaters,  suits  and 
dresses  in  top-notch  condition!  Send  them 
to     NEWHOUSE,     the     campus     favorite. 


NEWHOUSE  DRYCLEANERS 

1920  Central  St.  Gre.  8090 
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RAY 

STUDIO 

-Jrlwai^s    aUepet 

idabte 

for  Seller  flxolo 

jra/jli^ 

■    ■    ■ 

1606  CHICAGO  AVE. 

UNI.  2238 

Earring  Headquarters 
A  Beautiful  Gift! 

Pin  and  Earring  Sets 
Pink  Gold  on  Sterling 
— Birds,  Sprays,  Bows 
Tailored  or  Jeweled  Sets 


$5.00  and  up  plus  tax 

Evanston  Radio  and  Gift  Shop, 

Opposite  Varsity  Theater 
Open  Mon.  and  Thurs.  until  9:30 


OIR  SONG 


To  be  sung  to  the  tune  of 
"Parrot  in  the  Spring" — 


Parrot  in  the  spring,  tra  la,  tra  la. 
It's  got  everything,  comma  ci,  comme  5a, 
It's  your  own  affair  if  you  don't  care 
For  Parrot  in  the  spring. 

Parrot  in  the  spring,  tra  la,  tra  la, 
It  Cometh  on  the  wing,  tra  la,  tra  la. 
You  can  stop  revolting, 
Our  bird  will  soon  be  molting. 
You  know  Parrots  in  the  spring. 

Refrain  changes  to  "The  Last  Time  I  Saw  Parrot" — 

The  last  time  I  saw  Parrot. 
Her  heart  was  young  and  gay. 
The  childish  laughter  she  aroused 
Was  heard  in  each  cafe. 

The  last  time  I  saw  Parrot, 

She  had  gone  astray. 

Now  home  to  rest  in  her  little  nest, 

I  think  she's  here  to  stay. 

Refrain    changes   to    "Nickle.   nickle.    nickle.    nickle.    trickle, 
trickle,  trickle,  trickle" — 


i 


STERLING    SILVER 

«ii  ect^  to  d^ee . . . 

Tatnian  handles  all  the  patterns  made  by- 
such  famous  silversmiths  as: 

GORHAM  -  WHITING  -  LUNT 

INTERNATIONAL  -  WALLACE 

TOWLE  -  REED  &  BARTON 

The  price  of  sterling  is  the  same  throughout  the 
Country,  so  why  not  buy  at  Tatman's,  where  your 
package  of  silver  is  beautifully  wrapped,  and  there 
is  no  charge  for  engraving. 

TATMAN 


707  Church  Street 


Evanston,  Illinois 
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"BACK  TO  THE  SUN" 

advises  JoAnn  Jenkins  and  leads 

the  way  in  hei 

cotton  taffeta  pJaydress  with  a 

crisp  whiil  of  a  skiit. 

In  black  and  white  or  brown  and 

white  checks.  Sizes  10-18.  12.95 

CASUAL  CLOTHES  SHOP, 
FOURTH  FLOOR 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO 
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